by of — wel Celebrated Ye 
Prolozues F nd Epilogues 


* E. Wo Spoken at the 


THEATRES 


2 
. and Lincoln | 


To which is Sa. A Por Entitled; * 


The Progreſs Lr. 


= - But here 8 a hd . Anil f 
In ſuch a choice, yet unaffefted Stile, 

As does both Knowledge and Delight impart, 

The Foros of n with the Flom rs 0 Art. 


A 


b 8 The Second "Ed; iin. 


r 


LONDON: 


Printed bots x; and Sold by J. aint; 

near the Oxford- Arms in Warwick-Lane; A. 
Do pp, at the Peacock without Temple-Bar ; <1 
and E. 81 ITH, at the Royal- Exchange. N 


Fry 5 % 
* { Price Six-· Pence, J SN 
$. bo , : . I | 
ok * e 2 ; < 
q ; 4 0 
. e "DI 2 
5 — 5 F 
3 2 "a; * * N * 
n - 
Vo tag wg 
5 hs . ” % : 7 — 
| : by a, 2 « 44 ” 1 
- a 1 ee 


© 2 


* 
4 


ated Borg oC 
© "AARVARD COLLEGE IgA 
_ FROM 


5 * „ * 
mus seoubest er 
＋ 1 5 f 
S a - 
F : : . 
KY JANBEN WENDELL - 
* „ * 
* 
* 
% o-# 4 * * 7 
* . 
* ̃ * * 
of - 
"Y as — 29 
* 2. * 111 
* ” 
* 
% f : 7 
: ? 7 1 : * 
4 8 
0 7 4 [2 ** 
9 __ a 
=. = 
* * 
. 4 . - 
$ + . * 
5 - 
* , ; 
2 
* 
* *z 
"gs mY 
* * 1 x 
wn, 7 ” 
>, * * 34 7 J SV, 
'& ＋ 7 5 1 k 
TN 44 28 
Py N 
C 
* * 
* 
ie —”_ * 
1 i 4 + & 1 
- * * 4 , F : 
* ? 4.3 1 a - e* - 
g . * 
— * ay 
„ +S . 
— 8 5 
7 * : 
: C . * 
— * o 
* 
* 
* 
- * * * 
— — ? 2 
- 
. * 
. — 
4 — | - * * % 
„ 1 — wh a 4 
* : © 
. J 
3 , 
1 * * 
* *W 
5 * - * 
* ? * 19 , * * 5 ) 2 
a4 * 
f . * 2 5 * 
* 964 H * * 
> 7 
A * 
. * * , 
q may > 
- 
* 6 * = 
Pn 
o 
x - 
* — 9 
* 
, N 
* "Ws. * [4 
* — 


#4. at 


r 


9 18 — 2 * 1 _. 9 E * * 
7 * 3 1 1 8 * 92 1 . e ay 
1 0 - 9 * EF. % * * $24 
þ ”y «>, Wo” | * 
x Fonts 3 
* * 


3 
1 N 177 
—. - ** 
3 R 


5 7 
eee 


PREFACE 


H E kind Reception which the 
firſt Collection I made of Pra- 
. met with, (for which H return 
my Acknowledgmevts) has induced 
me to make a Second and Laſt, which 
1 believe will be found as perfect as 


any thing of this Nature, will admit 


To this Collection 1 have ale a 
ſhort but celebrated Poem (recom- 
mended by ſome Acquaintance) which 
I am perſwaded, from the Elegance 
of Stile with which it is pend, wall 
give as much Satisfaction to the Rea- 


der, as it has to thoſe who defired ts 
Publication. | | 
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Penitent. Page k. 


1 the 2 +l; of The Tempe ; or, Enchanced i 
an 


Ss. by Ar benen, to 55 + meh of Abe Fair 


Spoken to the, Coma of The Double: Gallan y or, Sick 
Lady's Cure, a 
Sele 70 Lis Canna Loul's Laſt Sbift; or. Fool 5 


Faſhion. . 
Spoken to the Comedy. of The Country. Wife. nn. 
Spoken to rhe Comedy of Love makes a Man; on, he 
. Fop's Fortune. 8.— 
Spoken at the Opeting of the Netw Houſe by My. Berterton, 
it N Comedy Love for Love. 9 
Spoken to the Play call'a The Rehearſal, . 


*$foken to the Tragedy of The Ambitious Step- mother. 12. 
| (Spoken; by Mrs. Bracegirdle, o the Play of The A 


arriage ; or, The Innocent Adulter 
Oy ro the 25 3 of Auſt , or, / The Grear 


Mogul. 
Soben by Mr. Quin, ro the 27 ragedy of The Fall of S en. 
tum. 16. 


Selen by Mrs. Bracegirdle, to the Comedy of, Arbing. 
on; or, The Two Soſia's. 
rok AK by Mr. Betterton, to the T ragedy of The Mourntdg 
Bride. 
: "Intended to be ſpoke to yt T ragedy of The Unhappy N. 
e 3 or, "The Earl of Eflex.,, el {1 41. 


TE EPILOGUE S. 


"Spoken by Ars. Oldfield, 0 rhe Tragedy of The Diſtreſt 


Mother. „ 
© Stoker by Mrs. "IRS 3 the 8 6 of Cato. 24. 
Spoken to the Tragedy of The Spartan Dana . 
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COLLECTION 


0 F T H E 
Moſt Celebrated Proto Sues 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON, to the Tra 
Pea rf 0 gedy of 


The Fair Penitent. 


1 ON has dhe Fate of Kings and Bnipiets been 


The comifron Bus 'neſs of the Tragick Scene; 
As if Misfortune made the Throne her . 
And none cou'd be unhappy but the Great. 


Dearly, 'tis true, each buys the Crown he wears, 


And many are the mighty Monarch's Cares : 
By foreign Foes and home-bred Factions preſt, 
Few are the e Joys he knows, and ſhort his Hours of Reſt. 


B 


Stories 


* 


| Which frugal Citizens ofer Coffee read, 


(2) 


Stories like wet with Wonder we may hear, ; | 
But far remote, and ina higher Sphere, 2 
We ne ler can pity what we ne; er can ſhare, 

Like diſtant Battles of the Pole and S$tveae, 


LA 


LV 


Careleſs for who ſhall fail, or who ſucceed. 
Therefore an humbler Theme our Author choſe, | 
A melancholy Tale of private Woes : 

No Princes here loſt Royalty bemoan, 

But you ſhall meet with Sorrows like your own; 
Here ſee imperious Love his Vaſſals treat, 

As hardly as Ambition does the Great; | | 
Sce how ſucceeding Paſſions rage by turns, | 5 
Hoy fierce the Youth with Joy and Rapture burns, > 

And how to Death for Beauty loſt, he mourns, 


Let no nice Taſte the Poet's Art arraign, 
if ſome frail vicious Characters he feign : 
Who writes ſhou'd fill let Nature be his Care, c 


Mix Shades with Lights, and not paint al Things fair, 


But ſhew you Men and Women as they are. 

With Deference to the Fair he bad me ſay, 

Few to Perfection ever found the Way 

Many in many Parts are known t* excel, 

But *ewere too hard for One to act, all well; 

Whom juſtly Life ſhould through each Scene V 
The Maid, the Wife, the Miſtreſs, and the Friend: 
This Age, 'tis true, has one great Inſtance ſeen, 

And Heav'n in Juſtice made that One a Queen. 


2 . : 
, Spoken 


ken 


65 3 Wot 
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Spoken to the Comedy of - 


PPE . 


The Tempeſt; or, Enchanted I/ and. 


A when a Trees cut down, the ſecret Root 


Lives under ground, and thence new Branches ſhoot; 


So, from old Shakeſpear's honour d Duſt, this Day 
Springs up and buds a new reviving Play. 


Shakeſpear, who (taught by none) did firſt impart. f 


To Fletcher Wit, to labouring Fahnſon Art: 
He, Monarch like, gave thoſe his Subjects Law, 
And is that Nature which they paint and draw. 


Fletcher reach'd that which on his heights did grow, 


Whilſt Johnſon crept and gather'd all below. 


This did his Love, and this his Mirth digeſt ; 


One imitates him moſt, the other beſt. 
If they have ſince out-writ all other Men, 


Tis with the drops which fell from Shakeſpear's Pen. 


The Storm which vaniſh'd on the neighbfring Shore, 
Was taught by Shakeſpear's Tempeſt firlt to roar, 
That Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile 

In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Ine. 


But Shakeſpear's Magick could not copy*d be, 


Within that Circle none durſt walk but he. 
I muſt confeſs, *twas bald, nor would you now 
That liberty to vulger Wits allow, 


Which works by Magick ſupernatural Things; 


Tut Shakeſpear' s Power is Sacred as a King's, 
WY 


Thoſe 


"37, 


Tboſe Legends from old Prieſthood were x recind, 
And he then writ, as People then believ'd. | 


Bur, if for Sakeſpear we your Grace implore, 

We for our Theatre ſhall want it more: | 

Who by our dearth of Youths are forced te any . 

; One of our Women to preſent a Boy. 52 

| And that's a Transformation, you will fy, | 

| FExceedingall the Magick in the Play. 

Let none expect in the laſt Act to find, | 8 5 
ji Her Sex transformd from Man to Womankind; F 
i What etre ſhe was before the Play began, A 
i All you ſhall ſee of her is perfect Man. 

" Or if your Fancy will be farther Jed 

9 her Woman, it muſt be a-bed. 


F meer, 


Spoken to the Comedy of 


The Double Gallant ; or, The Sick 
Lach 5 dee. 


u' d Thoſe, who never try'd, conceive tlie Sweat 


The Toil reqaird, to make a Play complete; | : 5 

1 They%d pardon, or encourage all that cou'd | _ | 
f Pretend to be but tolerable Good. Lia” 
Il Plot, Wit, and Humour's hard to meet in de 85 i 
V And- yet without em all,---- all's lamely « done : NE 


One Wit, perhaps, another Humour paints; 
A Third dc efigns you well, but Genius wants ; - 


A fourth beg gins by Wir Fire--:-but, ah! too weak to hald it, 
| | a 5 
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We BY. 
A Modern Bard, wk late adorn'd as Bays, 
Whoſe Muſe advanc*d his Fame to envy*d Praiſe, * 
Was ſtill obſerv d to want his Judgment moſt in Plays. WP 
Thoſe he too often found, requir'd the Pain, | <P 
And ſtronger Forces of a vig*rous Brain: 
Nay, even alter'd Plays, like old Houſes l 

; Coſt little leſs than new, before they re ended; 

" At leaſt, our Author finds the Experience true, 
For equal Pains had made this wholly new: 5 
And tho“ the Name ſeems old, the Scenes will ſow 
That *tis in Fact, no more the ſame than now 
Fam*'d Chatſworth is, what *twis ſome Years ago, 
Pardon the Boldneſs, that a Play ſhouꝰd dare, | 
With Works of ſo much Wonder to compare: 

But as that Fabrick's ancient Walls or Wood 

Were little worth, to make this new one good; 25 
So of this Play, we hope, tis underſtood. 

For, tho“ from former Scenes ſome Hints he draws, I 

; The Ground- Plot's wholly chang*d from what it was: 

3 Not but he hopes you'll find enough that's new, — 

4 In Plot, in Perſons, Wit, and Humour too: 

Yet what's not his, he owns in other's Right, 


Nor toils he now for Fame, but your Delight. | 3 | 
20 T If that's attain'd, what's matter whoſe the Plays, ö; 
"7 Applaud the Scepes, and ſtrip him of the Praiſe. = 
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Spoken to the Comedy of | 
Love's Laſt Shift ; or, Fool in Faſbion, 


I T bears ſo thin a Crop, this Duller Age, 
We're forcd to Glean it from the Barren Stage ; ; 
Elen al fledg*d by nobler Pens, take Wing 
| Themſelves, and their own rude Compoſures ſing. 
Nor need our Young one dread a Shipwreck here; 
Who Trades without a Stock, has nought to fear, 
In every Smile of yours, a Prize he draws; | 
And if vou Damn him, he's but where he was, 
Yet where's the Reaſon for the Critick Crew, 
4 With killing Blaſts, like Winter, to purſue 
I | The tender Plant, that Ripens but for you? 


Kindneſs, and Years, tis makes the Virgin climb, 
And ſhoot, and haſten to the expected Prime; 
And then, if untaught Fancy fail to Pleaſe, 

 Fiinftrut the willing Pupil by Degrees; 

| By gentle Leflons you your Joys improve, 

4 And mould her awkard Paſlion into Love, 

| E*vn Folly has its Growth: Few Fools are made 

You drudge and ſweat for't, as it were a Trade. 

Tis half the Labour bf your Trifling Age, 

To faſhign you fit Subjects for the Stage, 


Wel! 


Nature, in all her Works, requires Time; i . 8 
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Well, if our Author fail to Draw you like; Rs 
In the Firſt Draught, ye're not t expect Yargike, 
What tho* no Mafter-ftroke in this appears, 

Yet ſome may Features find reſembling Theirs. wr” 
Nor do the Bad alone his Colours ſhare; - _ 7 F 
Neglected Virtue is at leaſt ſhewn Pair, 3 
And that's enough o: Conſcience for a Play'r. 

But if you'd have him take a bolder Flight, 

And draw your Pictures by a truer Light, 

You muſt yourſelves, by Follies yet unknown, 

Inſpire his Pencil, and divert the Town. 

Nor judge, by this, his Genius ata ſtand; 

| For Time, that makes new Fools, may mend his Hand, | 


5 2 


Spoken to the Comedy of 


The COUNTRT-WIFE. 


OETS, like cudgel'd Bullies, never do 

At firſt, or ſecond Blow, ſubmit to you; 
But will provoke you ſtill, and neter have done, 
Till you are weary firſt, with laying on. 
The late ſo baffled Scribbler of this. Day, 
Though he ſtands trembling, bids me boldly ſay, 
What we before moſt Plays are us'd to do, 
For Poets, out of Fear, firſt draw on na * 
Ia a fierce Prologue, the ſtill Pit defie, 
And et er you ſpeak, like Caſtril, give "Bs Lye Te 
But though our Zays*s Battles oft I've fought, _ © 
And with am Knuckles, thels dear Conqueſts bought 5 
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Nay, never yet fear Odds upon the Stage; 
In Prologue dare not Hector with the Age, 2. 
But wou*d take Quarter from yout fving Hands, 
Though Hays within all yielding cbuntetmands, 
Says your Confed*rate Wits, no Quarter give, 


Ther“ fore his Play ant ask your Leave to live. 
Well, let the vain raſſ Fop by huffing ſo, 8 


Think to obtain the better Terms of you; 
But we, the Actors, humbly will fubmit, 
Now, and at any Time, to à full Pit; 


Nay, often we anticipate our Rage, 


And murder Poets for) you, on our Stage? 
We ſet n no Guards upon our Tyting- Room, 


But when with flying Colours, there you come, 


We patiently you fee, give up to you, d 


Our Poets, Virgins, ys our Matrons too. 


15 * : 2 
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Spoken to the Comedy of 


Love makes. d Manu; or, The Pigs 


"56164 Fortune. 


IN CE Plane netting a Lind 6f publik Feaſts, 
Where Tickets only make the welcome Gueſts; 
Methinks, inſtead of Grace, we ſhould prepare 
Your Taſtes in Prologue, with your Bill of Fare. | 
When you foreknow each Gourſe, tho“ this may teaze vu 


\ 


Tis five to one, but one ofth* Hye may pleaſe you. | 
Firſt, for you Criticks, we've your darling Char, 0 | 
Faults without Number, more than Senſe can bear; 


Youre certain to be pleas*d where Errors are. 


ſon J 
— 
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From your Diſpleaſure, 1 dare vouch weer ſafes e 
Tou never frown, but where your Nei ghbours laugh. 
Now, you that never know x what Spleen of! Hate 8. 5 2 
Who for an Act or two, are weledme n 
That tip che Wink, and ſo ſneak out with nunquam ſuv z 
For your ſmart Taſtes, we've tols*d you up a op, | aha \ 5 
We hope the newelt that's of late comeupz TY 
'The Fool, Beau, Wit, and Rake, ſo mix d he carrier, - 
\ He ſeems a Ragor, piping hot from Paris. 3 
But for the ſofter Sex, whom moſt we'd a 
Gro what the Fair * Chaſte were form .d for, Love 111 
An artleſs Paſſion, fraught with Hopes and Fears, * ' 
And neareſt happy, when it moſt'defpairs ; 
For Masks, we've Scandal, and for Beaus, French Ain: | 
To pleaſe all Taſtes,” we'll do the beſt we Thy” TE 
For the Galleries, we've Dicky and Pill. Penkethman. 
| Now, Sirs, you're welcome, and you know your. Fardy 5 
4 But pray, in Charity, the Founder ſpare, ener 
4 * you _ at once rhe Poet __ the ec at SF . 
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Spoken at the 0 pening of che New Houſe by 
Mr. BETTERTON, to the Comedy of 


; LOVE for LOVE. 


vou, HE Hadan in vain renews his Toll 2 
1 To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil; 
_ ? | Aud fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 
_ Yew what ſhould feed the e Tree, derours the Root? 


. Thi 


( 10 } 

'Th* unladen 3 he ſees, bode certain Dearthy 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. TN 
80, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found- - : 

Their Labours loſt upon the ungrateful Ground, * a 
This laſt and only Remedy have prov'd; 3 262 1 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks removed. 
Well may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid, 

And plant a Soil which you ſo rich have made. 

As Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 

So from your Bounty, we receive this Stage; 

The Freedom Man was born to, you've reſtor d, 
And to our World, ſuch Plenty you afford, 

It ſcems like Elen, fruitful of its own end. „ 
But ſinee in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave way, 3 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray 3 

Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 

If in our larger Family we grieve 8 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Bye, | 
We who remain, would gratefully repay | 8 


* 
2 6 


What our Endeavours can, and bring this Day, 

The Firſt-fruit Offering, of a Virgin Play. | 

We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſte, 
And tho“ of homely Fare we make'the Feaft, 

| Yet you will find variety at leaſt, | 

There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 

And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 

We've ſomething too, to gratify Ill Nature, 

(If there be any here) and that is Satyre. 

Thoꝰ Satyre ſcarce dares grin, *tis grown ſo mild; 

Or only ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 

As Aſſes Thiſtles, Poets mumble Wit, 

And date not bite, for fear of being bit. 


— Get te a GEL — — kk! A— | 
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| they held ale Ne e eee ot... 
And are afraid to uſe their n Edge - Tools. , 
Since the Plain. Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, Ie 


5 Not one has dar d to laſh this Crying Age. 
This time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 
| Yet hopes there's no Ill-Manners in his Play 
I And he declares by me, he has defign ' | 
Affront to none, but frankly fpeaks his Mil gt wh 
And ſhou d the enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 
J He offers but this one Excuſe, *twas writ / | £ 
. Before your late Wen of Wit. 
3 


ee eee eee 


Spoken to the Play calld = 


; The REHEARSAL. 
8 


E might well call this ſhort Mock-Play of ours,  - | 


| A Poſie made of Weeds inſtead of Flowers; 
Yet ſuch have been preſtnted to'your Noſes, 
And there are ſuch, I fear, who thought em Roſes, 
Would ſome of em were here, to ſee, this Night, 
What fluff it is in which they took Delight. 
Here brisk infipid Rogues, for Wit, let fall 
Sometimes dull Senſe; but oftiner none at all; 
There firuttidg Heroes, with a grim-fac'd Train, 
Shall brave the Gods, in King Cambyſes Vein. 
Se 20 For (changing Rules, of late, as if Men writs ? 
In ſpite of Reaſon, Nature, Art and Wit) 
$697 Our Poets make us laugh at Tragedy, | 
They || Ang with theis Comedies they makeus Cry. 


Now 
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Now Criticks; do your r worſt, that here, are met; o 
| 5 


For, like a Rook, 1 ae hedgtd inmy ew 7 $228 by 
If you approve3zTihall-afſume'the Staee 
Of thoſe High- flyers, whom 1 imitate « l l n 74 
And juſtly too, for I Will teach you mere K. #40071 23d P 
Then ever they. would tet you-know' before ; Hp" HAT 
I will not only ſhew the Feats they do. 
But give you all their Reaſons for em tou. 
Some Honour may to me from hence ariſe, 
But if by my Endcauours, you grow wiſe” 
And what you once ſo pd; Gal cownddfpiſes) 
Then I'll cry out, ſwell'd with Poetick Rage, 


Tis l, Fohu Lacy, have reform” d your 8 Stage, 


. 
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Spoken to-the Tragelly&f = 
The Ambitious Sieg mother. 


5 to 351 . wy; 


F Dying e « al 15 

If aid Slory FEaatitelDefpatr} l! 
"Yee move Compaſſion in the pirying Pair. 
This Day che- Poet dos his 'Art'employ, {Rv} 180 


The ſoft Acceſſes of your Souls to tr. 
Nor let the Stoick boaſt his Mind 3 fil; theme 
The Brute Philo ſopher, who nel er haõ fr 
The Joy of Loving or df being Lovd.; ili ovens : 
Who ſcorns his humane Nature to confeſs,, 

And ſtriving to be mote than Man, is ſeſe. 
Nor let the Men, the weeping Fair acceue 
Thoſe kind Protettors: of the Tragiek Mut. 


And they wept moſt, becauſe they judg d the beſt. 


Such as might grieve you, but Thou? d pleaſe you more. 


And copy d all but Women that he Taye. ne Yo 
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Whoſe Tears did moving Orway's Labours crown, 


| And made the poor Mopintis:s n 
Thoſe Tears, their Art, not Weakneſs lids canfeſt, : 


"Their Gat appror'd the Niceneſz of their Tafte, 2 


O cou'd this Ape's Writers hope to find 
An Manege RAT on ting mdlin'd, * 


* 


The Stage would need no Farce, nor Song nor Dance, 


| Nor Capering, Monſieur brought from Active Tanes. 


enucbh and his Organ pipe, his Dogs 24 Bear, . 
To native Barnet might again fepair, | 
Or breath with Captain Otter Bankſide Air. 8 
Majeſtick Tragedy ſhou' d once agen . 3 
In Purple Pomp adorn the Lwelling Scene, 3 * 7 
Her ſearch Thou'd, ranſack all the Ancients Store, FX 
The Fortunes of their Loyes and, Arms explore, 


What Shakeſpeqr durſt not, this bold Age ſhov'd do, 

And famous Greek: and Latin Beauties. — : 
Shakeſpear, whoſe-Genius to is ſella Law, 
Cou'd Men in eyery height o of Nature draw, 1 


Thoſe Ancient Heroines, your Concern Thou'd m move, | 
Their Grief and Anger much, but moſt their Love; 15 ” 
For in the Account of every Age we. nd „ 
The beſt and faireſt of that Sex were kind, E "FT yo 
To Pity Always and to Love inclin'd. e 
Aſſert, ye fair ones, Who! in judgment ſit, 
Jour Ancient Empire over Love and Wit; 1 
Reform our Senſe, and teach the Men to Obey DE . 15 
 Mbey'll | leave their Tumbling if you lead the Way. FI FE 
Be what th e before to Otway were; TY 0 88 
O were you but às kind, we e know vou are as fair 
FA 7 | 4 5 15 HY 
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The Fatal Marriage ; ; or, The Inno- 
= cent t Adultery. 
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HEN once a Poet ſettles an in Name, 
5 Let him write well or ill, tis all the ſame: 
" For Criticks now-a-days, like Flocks of Sheep, 
'x All follow, when the firſt has made the Leap. 
And, do you Juſtice, moſt are well inclin'd 
To cenſure Faults you know not how to find: fo" 
Some cavil at the Stile, and ſome the Actors Puk bag 
For, right or Wrong, we paſs for Malefactors. 
Some well-bred Perſons carp at the Decorum, / 
As if they bore the Drawing- Room before em. 
Somtimes your ſoft reſpectful Spark diſcovers, 
Our Ladies are too coming to their Lovers; 
For they who ſtill purſue, but ne'er enjoy, 
in every caſe expect a Siege of Troy. 
"There are ſome others too who offer Battel, 
And with their Time, and Place, maul Ariſtotle. 
Ask what they mean, and after ſome Grimace, 
They tell you, Twelve's the Time; and for the Place, > 
The Chocolate -Houſe, at the Locking Glaſs. Foy 
To pleaſe ſuch Judges, ſome have tir'd their Brains, 
And — had their Labour for their Pains; 


After 


Spoken by Ws" > ra to the 


8 


* 


fter 


But ſpite of All his Pride, a ſecret Shame 


After a Twelve- month de a hen in Plotting, 


Theſe metled Criticks cry tis good for N Loching 5 
But wiſer Authors turn their Plots upon you, od K 


8 . ber peer linen. e 
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Spoken to the Tragedy of 


Aurenge-zebe ; or, The Great Mogul 1 


UR Author by Experience Gods it true, 
"Tis much more hard to pleaſe himſelf, than you , | 


And out of no feign'd Modeſty, this Day, 


Damns his Laborious Trifle of a Play. 

Not that it's worſe than what before he writ z 
But he has now another taſte of Wit: | 

And to confeſs a Truth, (though out of time) 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtreſs, Rhyme, 


Paſſion's too fierce to be in Fetters bound, 2 


And Nature flies him like Enchanted Grband: 


What Verſe can do, he has perform'd in this, 


Which he preſumes the moſt correct of his. 


Invades his Breaſt at Shakeſpear's ſacred Name: e 


Aw'd when he hears his God- like Romans Rage, 


He; in a juſt deſpair,” would quit the Stage. 


And to an Age leſs poliſh'd, more unskill - is 
Does, with diſdain, the foremoſt Honours * 


As with the greater dead he dares not ſtrive, AE - 
He would not match his Verſe with thoſe who lire. 
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Wale \Hould not raiſe his Fortunes by his Wit, TX 


4 2 F 


Let him retire, daneben 2 "I 
The firſt of this, 8 ofthe Laſt. l 245k 


_— 


He bears no ready ws from the Play. 


mY * - 


The Fare which governs Poets thought it fit, 


* 


The Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar; 
Dull Heroes fatten with the ſpoijs of War. 


All Southern Vices, Heav'n be prais d are har 3 
Bur Wit's'a Duxury you think rao der:. 


When you to cultivate the Plant are == 


*Tis a ſhrew'd fign ? 'twas, never of your growth: Ew, 
And Wit in Northern Climates will not blow, MY 
Except, like Orange. T rees, tis Hous d from Snow. 


There needs no Care t to put a ' Play-Ho ogle down, , + 


*Tis the moſt deſart Place of. all the Twn. 
We and our Neighbours, to ſpeak proudly, are 


Like Monarchs, ruin'd with expenſive War. 5 


While, like wiſe Engliſb, unconcern 4, you ſie, 
And ſee us 09 the Fragen, of Wi. 55 


Spoken by Mr. QUIN, to che Tragedy of 
The Fall of Saguncum. | 


HEN awful Rome: hoc the ſavage Spoil 


| Of wild Ambition, and of factious Broil; . 
When by the Ruin Tyrant Nero roſe, Eton e 
Lucan found Cauſe for ä from her Woes: 
. He 
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He pardor d all the Civil Sword had done 7 


And bleſs'd the War, which fix'd That Nero's Throne, 


So, Poor 3 tho we juſtly rate 
Thy mighty Suff rings and diſaſtrous Fate; 
Tet if the dread Misfortune give us Right 
To claim the Tragic Pleaſures of To: night, 


4 


Well art thou fall'n,-----more nobly here to riſe, 
And boaſt thy Doom, bewept by Britiſh Eyes! 


Well is your Famine paid, and well your Flame, 
Which blazes ſtill the diſtant Theme of — 


Britons, our Seve a pompous Tale diſplays 


Of Woes unmatch'd on the Records of Praiſe ; 


A Patriot-People, who Death's 'Terrors ſcorn, | | 
But dread the Breach of Leagues, and Friendſhip . 
The willing Victims to a virtuous Name, 

All periſh greatly, not to live with Shame. 

The brave Example PiQur'd to your Eyes, . 
Be juſt, and your own Virtues recognize: 
Applaud the Bard, whoſe artful Muſe has know. 


}- 


Jo trace the Springs of Worth, ſo much your ow. | 
Our Britiß Arms this gen'rous Pride avow, 


To guard Allies,------and Empires to beſtow.----- 


If we did cer to our own Honours fail; 
If e er unhappy Counſels did prevail 
To let a brave Confed'rate miſs our Aid, 
Be That ill-fated Period thrown in Shade 
Or, to eraſe the memorable Blame, 


Let's * by Glory what we can't diſclaim! | 
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Spoken by Mrs: BRACEGIRDLE, t to arc - 


| 2 of 


a Amphitryon; OF. "The Two Saler, 2 * 


H E lab'ring Bee, when his es Sting i is gone, 
Forgets his Golden Work, and turns a Drone: 
Such is a Satire, when you take away, ©», 


That Rage, in which his noble Vigour lay. 


What gain you, by not ſuffering him to teaze ye 2 

He neither can offend you now, nar pleaſe ye, . es 
The Honey-Bag, and Venom, lay fonear,  =+, 5 
That both, together, you reſolv'd to tear; Y 
And loft your Pleaſure to ſecure your Fear. 


How. can he ſhew his Manhood, if you bind him 


To box, like Boys, with one Hand ty'd behind him? 5 


This is plain levelling of Wit; in which 


The Poor has all th' Advantage, not the Rich. 
The Blockhead ſtands excus'd, for wanting Senſe; ö 
And Wits turn Blockheads in their own Defence. 


- Yet, tho' the Stage $ Traffick is undone; 


Still Z21ian's interloping Trade goes on: 

Tho' Satire on the Theatre you ſmother, 

Yet in Lampoons you libel one another. 

The firſt produces ſtill, a ſecond Jig; 

You whip 'em out, like School-Boys, till they gig :. 


And, with the ſame Succeſs, we Readers gueſs ; 3 


For ev'ry cre fill dy indles to a leſs : 
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And much good Malice is ſo meanly dreſt, 
That we wou'd laugh, but cannot find the Jeſt. 
If no Advice your Rhyming Rage can Let 
Let not the Ladies ſuffer in the Fray. 
Their tender Sex is privileg d from War; 
"Tis not like Knights, to draw upon the Fair. 
What Fame expect you from ſo mean a Prize? 
We wear no murd'ring Weapons, but our Eyes. BE 
Our Sex, you know, was after yours defgn d; | 
The laſt Perfection of the Maker's Mind: | 4 
Heav'n drew out all the Gold for us, and left your Droſs. 

( behind. 
Beauty, for Valour' $ belt Reward, he choſe; 
Peace, after War; and after Toil, Repoſe. f 
Hence ye Prolanc; excluded Gs our Sights; „„ 
And, charm'd by Day, with Honour's vain Delights, ? | 
Go, make your beſt of ſolitary Nights. 
Recant betimes, tis Prudence to ſubmit ; 
Our Sex is ftill your Over-match in Wit: 
We never fail, with new, ſucceſsful Arts, 
To make fine Fools of you, and all your Parts, 


Spoken T Mr. B ETTERTON, to the Tras 
3 gedy of 


The Mourning Bride. 


12 Time has been when plays were not ſo plenty, 
And a leſs Number New, would well content ye. 
New 100 did then like Almanacks appear; 

— One w 


as * ſulficient for a Year; 0 n 
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As one Thief ſcapes, that executes another. 


| (( 


Thu they are more like Almanacks of late; | 


For in One Year, I think they're out of Date. 


Not were they without Reaſon join'd together ; 3 


For juſt as One prognoſticates the Weather, 


How plentiful the Crop, or ſcarce the Grain, 


What Peals of Thunder, and what Show'rs of Rain; ; 


So t'other can foretel by certain Rules 


What Crops of Coxcombs, or what Floods of Fools. 
In ſuch like Prophecies were Poets skill'd, 


Which now they find in their own Tribe fulfill'd: 


The Dearth of Wit they did ſo long preſage, 


Is fall'n on us, and almgſt ſtarves, the Stage. 
Were you not griev'd, as often as you ſaw 
Poor Actors threſh ſuch empty Sheafs of Straw? 
Toiling and lab'ring at their Lungs Expence, 
To ſtart a Jeſt, or force alittle Senſe. 


ard Fate for us ! fill harder i in th Event; f 


Our Authors Sin, but we alone repent. 

Still they proceed, and, at our Charge, write worſe; 3 
were ſome Amends if they could reimburſe: 

But there's the Devil, tho? their Cauſe is loſt, 
Thers's no recov'ring Damages or Coſt. 


| Good Wits, 1 this Liberty we take, | 
Since Cuſtom. gives the Loſers leave to ſpeak. - © 
But if provok'd, your dreadful Wrath remains, 


Take your Revenge upon the coming Scenes : 


For that damn'd Poct's ſpar'd who dams a Brother, 
9 
Thus far, alone does to the Wits relate; irs 
But from the reſt, we hope a better Fate. | 
To pleaſe and move, has been our Poet's Theme, 


Art may direct, but Nature is his aim; 


e rc Ce 


Ly 


bn 
And Nature miſe'd, in vain he boaſts his Are, 
For only Nature can affect the Heart. 


Then freely judge the Scenes that ſhall * 5 


But as with Freedom, judge with Candour too. 755 b IF 


He wou'd not loſe thro* Prejudice his Cauſe 
Nor wou'd obtain-precariouſly Applauſe. 
Impartial Cenſure, he requeſts from all, 


* by juſt Decrees to | and, or fall, wil 75 155 TY 
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Intended to be Spoke. to the Tragedy of. 
The W. Favourite; or, The Earl 


of Eſſex. 5 


18 ſaid wil the Renown'd Angnftts enliſt): 


* 


That all the World in Peace and Wealth l 


And tho' the School of Action, War, was o'er, 
Arms, Arts, and Letters then increas d the more. 


| All theſe ſprung from our fy Virgin's $ 3 | 


VXI ANG WoAD 7 


And only in her Time at once was ſeen — ; 


So brave a Soldier, Statefman, and a Queen, ; $5 _ 0 


Her Reign may be compar'd to that above, 
As the beſt Poet, Ceſar's did to qu :. 
For as great Julius built the mighty Throne, 
And left Rome's firſt large Empire to his Son, Rl 


Under whoſe weight, till her Time, we did groan 3 
So her great Father was the firſt that truck 
| Rome's Triple Crown; but ſhe threw off the Take: . 


Straight at her Birth new Light the Heavens adorn'd, 


Which more than Fifteen Hundred Years had mowen d f 


I 


3 


ä 


5 a 


5 ; 
„ 
* 


. \ 


But | 


155 


NAT. 


But hold, I'm bid to let you underſtand, 
That when our Poet took this Work . 9078 7 
He trembl'd ſtraight, like Prophets in a _— 
Her awful Genius ſtood, and threatn'd him. 
Her modeft Beauties only he has ſhown, _ 3 
And has her Character ſo nicely drawn, "ge 

That if herſelf in pureſt Robes of Light, Ds 
Should. come from Heaven and bleſs us with her fight, 
She would not bluſh to hear what he has writ, Y 
Therefore —— _ 

To all the ſhining Sex this Play': 8. cad; 

But more the Court, the Planets of the reſt ; 8 
You who on Earth are Men's beſt, ſofteſt Fate, 111 q 


So that when Heay'n with ſome rough Piece has met, 
It ſends him you to mould, and new create, 
Strange ways to Virtue ſome may think to prove, 
But yet the beſt and ſureſt Path is Love; 

Love like the Ermine, is ſo nice a Gueſt, 

It never enters in a vitious Breaſt.— 

If you are pleas d, we will be bold to ſay, 

This modeſt Poem is the Ladies pe 
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EPILOGUES. 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD, to the Tragedy of 


The Diftreſt Mother. 


1 Hope you'll own that with becoming Art 
| I've play'd my Game, and topp'd the Widows Part: 3 
My Spouſe, poor Mah ! could not live out the Play, 
Kut * * on Wedding Day, 


While 


; 1 22” »r | 
While 1 bis Relict mage at one bold . 98 . 
4 My ſelf a Princeſs, and young S 2 King. | PE; 7 . 2 | 2 
Ten Ladies who-prowatt a Towns Pain, MW 2 * F. 


And hear your Servants figh whole Years in vain; 


Which of you all would not on Marriage venture, £127 
Might ſhe ſo ſoon upon her Jointure enter ? 


*Twas a ſtrange Scape! had Pyrrbus livia till now 
I had been finely hamper'd in my Vow. & | 
To dye by ones own Hand, aud fly the Charms | 1 * 7 
Of Love and Life in a young Monarch's Arms! 25 f 
Twere an hard Fate. e're I had undergone it 
I might have took one n think 1857 it. 


But why, you'll ſay, was all this Grief ebe. „ 

f For a firſt Husband, laid long fince at reſt? 5 
Why ſo much Coldneſs to my kind Protector ?/ 

Ah Ladies! had you known the good Man Hacker 1 
Homer will tell you (or lm miſinformd ; ; 
That when enrag'd the Grecian Camp he ſtorm! 4... 1 
Io break the ten- fold Barriers of the Gate, I 
He threw a Stone of ſuch prodigious Weightt. 
As no two Men could lift; not even of thoſe 11519 og 
Who in that Age of thund'ring Martals roſe S 
It would have ſprain'd a Dozen modern Beaux, fy 


v | han. 
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At length, howe' er, I bald. my Weeds afide, | 
And ſunk the Widow in the well-dreſs'd Bride. 
In you it ſtill remains to grace the Play, 2 Mea 8401 
And bleſs with Joy my Coronation Day: 3 
Take then, ye Circles of the Brave and Fair, 
The Fatherleſs and Widow to your Care, | 


— 


HA 1 ad conic Thing enen do * 2 | 
Who wou not liſten When young "Love; v — 
But die a a Maid, yet have che Choige of Tw. - iS 
Ladies arg often cruel tg their Coſt; Fs 
To give yo Pai thciafolves they puniſh mag 2 
Vous of Virginity sud Well ebe weigh'd; 10 
Joo oft they're cancel d, tho in Convents * 
Wou'd wu revenge ſuch raſh Reſolves you may: 
Be tpightful=—-and' believe the thing we ſay, = 
1 We hate you when youtrg eafily ſaid Nay. 
Hos needleſs, if you Rbewus, were your Fears? 
Let Love have Eyes, and Beauty will have Ears. 
Our Hearts are form'd as yu your, ſelves wou'd chuſe, 
ed pred t ask, 100 humble r9-:rpfuſe'; :- 
e give to Merit, and to Wealth ye ſell; 
„He ſſighs with maſt Succeſs that ſertles well. "Mb 
The Woes of 9 with the Joys we mix; 5 \ 
"Ts beſt repent Ing in a Coath and Six. 99605 


&# 


Blame not bur. Conduct, aner we but purſue 885 

Thoſe lively Leſſons we have learn'd. from yuu:- 

© Your Breaſts no more the Fire of Beauty warms, . \ 
But wicked Wealth. ufurpgthe Pow'r of Charms . A 

What Pains to get the Gaully Thing you hate, 

To 2 in 1 and be Wretch. in State! 


„ 0 * 
— * * 


At 


— 


At 


3 
4 
BY 77» * 


4 * — i Aba. 
G ; hee + N 5 
wh — K 
- . 
*, 
* 


At Plays you ogle, at 5 Ring £4Y r J 
Even Churclies are no Sanctuaries now: _ 3 
There, Golden Idols all your Vows receive, 5 1 
She is no Goddeſs that has nought to give. , 15 n 


Love then ſhall only mourn when Truth complains, | b 2 1 
And Conſtancy feel Tranſport in its Chains. Sa 5a, 
Sighs with Succeſs their own ſoft Anguiſh ell,” om a 
And Eyes ſhall utter what the Lips conceal; al 3 
Virtue again to its bright Station climb, EEK 7 vil | 
And Beauty fear no Enemy but Time, CW 067 00 | 
The Fair ſhall liſten to Deſert alone, '* | © | 
And every Tacis find a Caron Son. 1% Len HAIG B . | 
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| O?, R Author'! 8 „ a num'rous Iſſue boats, 55 


She who now laſt appears upon the Stage... 
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Oh, may once more the happy Age appear, fa *1 
When Words were artleſs, and the Thoughts fincere; * 1088 | 
When Gold and Grandeur were unenyy'd things, An and | 
And Courts leſs coveted than Groves and Springe. 


eee 
bi | Spoken to the Tragedy of - 1 % 
The Spartan Dame: 15 n 
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And many of the Daughters have been Toads. : 


(The Hopes and Joy of his declining Age) | 
With modeſt Fears, a cenſuring World to ſhun, - 
Retir'd a while, and liv'd conceal'd a Nun: | 
At length, 'releas'd from that Reſtraint, the Dame 5 
Truſts to the Town her Fortune, and her Fame. 
Abſence and Time, have loſt her many Friends, | 
Bu this bright Circle makes her large amends, . 
E 
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To you, Fair 7.4 The fubmits her cus; "Dl 3 
Nor doubts, if you approve, the Mens Alas „ 
Some ſullen formal Rogue perhaz REC... 
(Rebel to Female, as to Royal Pow? 2 | 

But all the Gay, the Gallant, andthe Great, 

On Beauty 5 Standard with Ambit; tion wait. 

Glory is vain, where Love has had no Part? 

'The Poſt of Honour is a Woman's Heart, | 85 
Ev'n Chains are Ornaments, that vou beſtow e 
The more your Slaves, the prouder ſtill we grow, I 
Man, a rough Creature, Savage form'd and rude, 


By you to gentle Manners is ſubdu d: 
In the ſweet Habitude we grow refin' % 7 


And poliſh Strength with Eleganee of Mind. 


Our Sex may repreſent the holder Pow'rss, 
Tube Graces, Muſes, and the Virtues, yours. 


Bak ah ! is Pity,” that for want ef Cats 
Madmen and Fops your Bounty ſometimes 1 
Wretches in Wit's Deſpite and Nature's born, 
Beneath your Favour, nay, below your Scorn. 

May poor Celpna d Wrong a Warning prove, 

And teach the Fair with Dignity to H . 
Let Wealth ng're tempt you to abandon Senſe, 
Kor Knives ſeduce you with their grave Pretence. 1 
Be vile Profaneneſs ever in Diſgrace, Mo 
And Viee abhor'd, as treacherous and baſe. 8 ay 
Revere yourſelyes ; ; and, conſciqus of your TW BO 
Receive no Dztnop to an Angel's Atm s. ; 
Succeſs can then alone your Vows attend, 


When Worths the Uouve, SOT the End. gt \ 
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OW gaily is at « 6:0 Sims: 
Our Lives uncertain Race? 
Whilſt that ſprightly Morning-Sun, 
With which we firſt ſet out to run, 
* all the Plat, | 


How filing the World's LO bes 
How tempting to look thro't 

Parnaſſus to the Moers Eyes, 

Nor Beauty with a ſweet ſurprize, 


> 


How Promiſſing's the 4 Fate, 
"Till throughly underſtood 1 

Whilſt partial Hopes fuch Loss create, 

That does the Youthful Faney cheat, 
Wich all that's Great and Good. 


| os 
How ſoft the fir Less move, 


That wander in our Mind | | 
How full the Joy, how fair the Love, 
Which does that early Seaſon move | 
Like. Flow'rs the Weſtern, Wind. 


eee eee 
The Progreſs of LIFE. | 
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Our * 8 Sul 
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ke Dye once ak our Fortune Known, 
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Whilſt Bene ee A Care, 


Scarce fouling =, x vi gw O TT. 
The gentle ig! CEE IH nk; | "H 
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From whence with Grief We we ee" th at pr m o 
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